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Tur affinity which the soul of man bears to | 
the things around him, is another proof of the | 
wisdom and goodness of God. | 

| 


low can we con. 
form ourselves to the varying seasons of the | 
changing year, and enjoy those changes which 
we had conceived adverse to our feelings and| 


desires, not only the animal enjoyment, but the | 


eestacics of the soul, the elevation of the mind, and 
the purification of the heart. It is because God 
speaks to us through his works, in his own Jan- 
guage, Which never breathes in vain, because it is 
never misunderstood. 


hve ry season has its be: 


ities, and gives its own 
oceasions for re jo cing. 
The mild influenee of Spring awakensevery pas. 


siontoa new existence. He that then loves, fecls 


it grow stronger and deeper. He 
that hopes, feels his hopes renewed 
and strengthened ; and he that has 
surrendered his heart to God, secs 
around him brighter and sweeter 
inducements to worship and to love. 

But mild and mellow Autumn, 
how we can contemplate, in the 
decline of Nature’s beauties, th 
downward path of life, when the 
soul looks beyond the pageantry of 
the world, for more sure happiness 
and lasting enjoyment! When it 
resigns its buoyancy, its beautics, 
its schemes, and every thing but its 
hopes, to assuine the calmness and 
the cares of age. 

It is the finest portion of th 
year, when the fields, the trees 


garbs and hues, doffing the gold for the grey; 
the smile of mirth for the look of gravity ; noise 
For 
the glossy grecn the fields put on the russct, 
here and there faintly tinged by the remains of its 
former freshness, while sheltered at the base of the 
withered stubble. And the trees too will lose thy 


evidences of their being, and the red, the yellow, 


and bustle for staidness and quict sobricty. 


and the pink, will usurp the place of the thriee-fa- 
vored * hue of heaven,” lending tothe day, when 
the pale sun casts his expiring beams upon their 
tops, a picture of declining beauty, that shall seem 
fairer than its meridian splendors, and the feelings 
also will tune to the change, and enjoy the hap- 


piest illusions in the sublime display of God's 


eoodne 


ss and wisdom.—Naturday Courier. 


, 
and the feclings assume different | 
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From the Token for 1840. 
SECOND THOUGIITS BEST. 
BY MISS SEDGWICK, 


“ Grace, being the soul of your complexion 


shail kee; 
the body of it ever fair.” 


MEASURE FOR Measure. || 


Iv isa common saying, that no individual prof 


its by another’s experienc there are few, w 
believe, that profit by their own; few to whom 
may not be justly applied that striking saying of 
Coleridge, that * « xperience is like the stern 
lights of a ship, which only illuminates the way 
that is pa d.” But, of all the seholars [ ha 
ever known in this ever-open school of expericne || 
mv friend, Mrs. Dunbar, is the most unt val | 
With a fair portion of intelleet, with a « k ob. |} 
eervation, and fifiv years’ aes \ { 
\ dl, hh i it thi, ‘ i 
hopeful, a whi Ls dy sh ! 

iM Vas al ) \ 

a old raft ; 

ta la i 1 t 


} HAPPY Mantes 


1 


would, one of bright days, fall, and we 


should eateh larks. Being of a benevolent and 


}equable temperament, her eredulity has the most 


licr faith in her 


creatures is implicit, and her confidence in the 


ations. fellow- 


happiness of the future unwavering ; so that, 


|} however dark and heavy the clouds may be at} 


iny given moment, she believes they are on the 
ontof breaking away. 
Lhave known buta sinele cxecption to the 


eral and pleasant current of my friend's life. 








| 
| 
| 





| 


j manly grace, gencrosity and courtesy. 


taken a direction very common in our cities ; an 
jaspiration affor commercial reputation, and the 
‘wealth and magnificence that follow it. Mr. 
_ Dunbar had mounted to the very top round of the 
‘ladder, when, alas, it fell! and his possessions 
and hopes were prostrated. A fever scized him 
in the severest hour of disappointment, and the 
moral and physical pressure killed him. But 
this was not the cross. Mrs. Dunbar loved and 
honored her husband, without having any pecu- 
liar sympathy with him. 


He imparted none of 
his projects to her, and neither interfered with nor 


participated in her quiet, every-day pursuits and 
| 


pleasures ; so that no harmonious partnership 
could be dissolved with less shock to the survi- 
vor. Mrs. Dunbar, beside the common-place 
solaces, on such occasions, such as ‘* We must 
all dic?—“* Heaven’s time is the best time,” had 
a particular and reasonable consolation in being 
relieved from the sight of unhappiness that she 
could not remove or mitigate. 


This was not sel- 
fishness, but the necessity of her nature, which 
resembled those plants that cannot live unless 
they have sunshine, and plenty of it. 

Mrs. Dunbar had one son, Fletcher, a youth of 
rare promise, who was just seventeen at his fath- 
er’s death. He most happily combined the char. 
acter of his parents—the aspiring and firm 
thoughts of his father, and the bright spirit of his 
mother. His cdueation had been most judiciously 
direeted by his father; and his mother, without 
any system or plan whatever, had, by the spon. 
tancous action of her own character, most hap- 
pily moulded his affections At seventeen, Fletch. 
er Dunbar seemed to me the perfection ofa youth ; 
with a boyish freshness and playfulness, and a 
Much 
more attention than is usual in our country had 
been given to the adornments of education; but 
lis father, who had all respeet to the solid and 


practical, had taken care that the weighticr mat- 


| ters were not sacrificed ; and he had a prompt 


| 


(One anx ‘ty a lad ippomlinent ec: wsed her, 
ich even her blessed alchviny could not gild 
wiransmute.  dler husband lost all his fortune ;! 
wis Was not the e ‘I Dunbar said, 
= hoy wil they rmmd not tar thi 
{ ion Kortun wile rm did not aompt ties 
‘ i iil il i ( wml, Wily 
i i | iit wa nou | oe 
1 1< ‘ Her 
‘ ( hh lapry ft 
‘ : va , i! 
«il ' | i 


reward. So eapable and worthy of trust was 
Fletcher at his father’s death, that the merean- 


tile house in which he was clerk, offered him, on 


advantageous terms, an agency for six years, in 
France and England. Mrs. Dunbar consented 
to his departure. Sut this parting of the widow 


from her only son, her only child, and such a 
hild, was not the cross. 


“ "There was nothing 


ike throw a young man, who had his fortum: 
to carve, on his own responsibilitics,” she justly 
nicl, ** Bete would get good, and not evil, 
vherever he went. She hould Jiear from lin, 
every packet, and six years would soon fly 
ray.” And they did, and this brin smc te tive 
that dre mp, that d fused its bitterness 
eh cupin friend til ’ had preserved 

i - pa ‘ 
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been to Fletcher, of health, prosperity and virtue. 
I need say nothing more for a young man, who) 
had been exposed to the temptations of London | 
and Paris. The happy day and evening of his 
arrival had passed away. 
friends had thronged to welcome him, and gone 
to their homes, and Mrs. Dunbar was left alone 
with Fletcher and Ellen Fitzhugh. 

IT have said that Mrs. Dunbar had but one 
child; but, if it be possible for the bonds of adop-| 
tion to be as strong as those of nature, Mrs. Dun- 
bar loved Fillen as well as if she had been born to 


Uneles, aunts, and 





her. This instance was cnough to prove, that!) has long been my ‘ castle in the air,’ and now, 


there may be the happiness of a maternal affee- 
tion without the instincts of nature, or the feeling! 
of property in the object, which more selfish na- 


| 
tures than my friend’s require. | 








** Not too sturdy, Ellen,” said Fletcher, “* and 
not too little—just as high as our hearts, mother, 
is she not?” 


** She has always just filled mine,” replied the | 


delighted mother, who had already jumped to 
the conclusion that the affair was as good as sct- 
tled, and the wedding, 


follow, floated in rich visions before her. 


and the happy years to 
She 
ventured on one question she was anxious to have 


settled. ‘* You have no occasion to go. abroad 


jagain, Fletcher!” 
“None. A happy home, in my own country. || 


thank Heaven, I can give it a terrestrial founda- 
tion.” 


** Ellen is not the person to relish this * taking 


Elien was the || for granted, ” thought Mrs. Dunbar; Fletcher 


child of a very dear friend of Mrs. Dunbar, who, || should be more reserved. 


i 
from a goodly portion of nine daughters, surren. | 


dered this, the fairest and best, to what she then |! hensions. 


Fletcher soon turned the current of her appre- 


deemed a happier destiny than she could in any || son, Ellen, that you and my mother have so sel- 


other way secure for her. 


|}dom mentioned Matilda Preston in your Ictters of 


I do not believe Mrs. Dunbar could have told || late ?” 


. a } 
which she loved best, Ellen Fitzhugh, or her son ; | 


in truth, they were so blended in her mind that) the winter past. 
When she saw Ellen, | 


they made but one idea. 


** We have scen much less of her than usual 
Matilda cannot 


‘To a party give up what was meant fur mankind.’ 


Fictcher was in her imagination; when she) [ suppose you know she has been a‘ bright and 


thought of Fictcher, Ellen was the present visible 
type through which her thoughts and affections 
went out to him. 

Now he had returned; they were under the 
same roof;—Fletcher was three and twenty, 
with a handsome fortune to begin the world with; 
and Ellen was just cighteen, with 

* A countenance, in which did meet 

Sweet records, promises as sweet ; 

A creature not too bright or good 

For human nature's daily food ; 

For transient sorrows, simple wiles, 

Praise, blame, love, kisses, tears, and smiles."’ 
Never was there a fitter original for this beautiful 
description of the poct, than Ellen Fitzhugh; 
and could there be anything more natural than 
Mrs. Dunbar’s firm belief, that Fletcher would sect 
right about weaving into an imperishable fabric 
the golden threads she had been spinning for him. 


The first evening had passed away; the old 


ti 


particular star’ this winter—a belk 
“Has she? Iam sorry for it!” 
‘* So is not Matilda. 


ted reign. 


She enjoys her undispu- 
She has, to those she chooses to 
please, captivating manners, and you know sh 
The beaux, of a score of 


is talented. years 


| 


standing, declares there has been nothing like 


herintheir time. She is beset with admirers and 
lovers. She says she is obliged, when she goes 
to a ball, to keep an ivory tablet under her belt, 
with a list of her partners. Some wag pasted 


Carroll the 


. Apollo's Court,” on account of the perpetual 


upon Place, where Prestons live, 


serenades there. Poor Rupert Scldon told mie, 


he had thrown away a half year’s commissions 


on bouquets, and sercnades to her, which, in his 


own romantic phrase, had * ended in smoke.’ 


is said to be engaged.” 


d!?) Fletcher bit lis nails for two or 





family domestics had reecived from Fletcher's | three minutes in deep abstraction, and then added, 


hand some gift “ far fetched,” and enriched with 
the odor of kind remembrance; and Mrs. Dunbar 
and the young people lingered over the decaying 
embers, to talk over the thousand particulars that 


| 
} 


arc omitted in the most minute correspondence. | 
* Pray tell me, Fletcher,” asked Mrs Dunbar, | 


*“* who was that Bessie Elinore you spoke of so 
frequently in you last letters ?” 

** Bessic Elmore ! Heaven bless her! She was 
the daughter of a lady who was cxe 
I was in London. She | 
£0 I call d h r 


’ 


cousin—a pretty title to shelter a flirtation; I 


« ively ] 
to me the last time 
a striking resemblance to Ellen, 
should inevitably have lost my heart, but for th: 
presumption ofasking her to give up her country. 

** Was she very like Ellen ?” 

*- Excessively ; her laugh, too, alw ays recall 
Ellen’s. 

E!len blushed slightly, and Mrs. Dunbar’s happy 


smiled all over as she said, ** Eilen 


She was a charming little ercature 


countenance 
is very English in her looks.” 
] ' ’ 


* Yer, aut, a‘ rosy, sturdy tittle person,’ as 


English Smith used to call me.” 


Ye9 


* "To whom is she engaged 
** Pray don’t look so distressed, cousin, T only 
re port d it as an oa dit—I forgot your flame for 


Matilda.” 


* Pshaw, Ellen! but who is the person ?” 

“The pre-eminent person at the present mo 
ment is Ned Garston.” 

** Ned Garston ! a monkey—iinpossible 


* Oh, he is much improv d by forcien 


and. if still a ae fp anbentia maine. * 
aa, li Sti a Mon kKs » a FOAL DON yy, a 


monkey en beau. He has put himself into th 
hands of some Parisian master of th cien ; 
trans{ ig the deformed d has ceme fort 
the tah! i wt, c ] aa i} HIS | } 
o! ne Troubadour in the Lo ’ 


Crarsio very p t\ 
1) ’ : . 
DIACK Thar sin reintl ‘ over th 
' , 
pit ( ! ” 1!) { \ rs g. J 
1 
ri’s, on cach ae ot j 9 | mil Leh} 
und wi! that ad} ’ 1 Sulta 
re , 
£ il 3 i . 1: 
17 ' 1 
i Au jrossil tir la aaa } hha 


“ Pray,” he asked, ‘* what is the rea- | 


travel, 


gifted, beautiful creature, is going to throw her- 
self away upon this Jackanapes !” 


“* How wildly you talk, Fletcher !” interposed 
his mother, * you have not seen Matilda Preston 
since she was a mere child.” 

** But a rare child, my dear mother; Matilda 
Preston, at thirteen, was a fit model for sculpture 
She moved like a goddess, and 
Lord 


bless me, what a sacrifice !—is it a sacrifice to 


and painting. 

her faculties were worthy such a form. 
Mammon, Ellen ?” 
| © Do not insist that the sacrifice is certain—” 
‘* T have no doubt it is his fortune,” said Mrs. 
} Dunbar, for the first time, I believe, in her life, 
turning a scale against an absent person that 
might have been struck in her favor, * that is to 
say, fortune and style. Garston has the most 
showy equipage in the city, and his family, you 


know, are all in the first fashion.” 

* "The fashion would have more influence with 
Matilda than fortune, J suspect. You know, 
aunt, she refused Stanhope Gilmore, who is very 
rich, and very clever in the bargain.” 

** But you remember, Ellen, she told us her 


father would never have consented to her marry- 
ing a Loco Foco.” 

** Loco Foco! what the mischief is that, 
mother?” 

* Why—the lowest of the people—an agrarian, 
you know—a Tory.” 


“What does my mother mean, Ellen? [never 

heard such a confusing combination of terms.” 
“ You surely know what we mean by Whigs 

and ‘Tories ?” 


‘“ Not I.” 


** Did you never read our newspapapers ?” 
*“ Very scldom—never the party papers. An 


American abroad is ashamed of the petty wrang- 
ling, virulence, and vulgarity of our political pa- 
pers. We care only for the honor and prosperity 
of the country at large. We love our ¢ ountry- 
men, by whatever name the y are called, and it 
makes us heart-sick to take up one of our popular 


journals and sce it proclaimed that ‘ a crisis is at 


hand 
that the Constitution is in jeopardy! 


only be saved by a doubtful majority, rallying 


that the country is on the brink of ruin! 


and can 
lh, all } . on ‘kh, oa e . . 
With ali their strength against a corrupt faction, 
about to prostrate the liberties of the country !— 
The only way to kee p your temper ts never fo 
] ! 


iooK Into a me Wspaper, 
Lao o l’oco Tori g@ 7? 


Mrs. Dunbar never d 


Bul, pray, can you tell 
ie what are these 


Poor sturbed the serene 


heaven of her mind with polities. She reecived 


a very vague impression from the persons she as- 


ciated with, and in according with this im- 


pression, ¢ 


he now replied, * [dont know precisely 


[ remember my father talking about the 'Torics 


n Re volutionary days, being the enemies of their 


, and I suppose it is just the same now.” 


il 
irs. Dunbar answered in cood faith. The 


eountr 


han of th last si 'y years, the new forma. 
tions, and the remodclings; the old partlics with 

y nam and the new parties with old names, 
till ted her mind asthe ideas originally 

fertained if as b d Wh vs and ‘Tories. 
Mletcher langhed at her reply and said, “ T see, 
iy « ni ! I left you. 
Phe i i , Ltiake it for granted, Ellen, are 
I Adin { ’ . 
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“ Yes.” 


** And Stanhope Gilmore, sprung from the | 


' 
° . - . . - . | . - * 
most aristocratic family in the State, isa Loco | he might be cross and refuse ; so let us be phi- 


Foco? and Matilda Preston’s father, of a purely | 


democratic origin, belongs to the aristocratic || 


”» | 
| 


party: 
| 


may make a great uproar, but they can never 


** Just so.” 


* Well, thank Heaven, our party associations 


have the element of danger while they are so un- 
stable and accidental.” 

A ring at the door, and the entrance of a note 
“'To Mrs. Fitzhugh,” cut the thread of Fletch-! 
er’s generalizations, Ie cast his eye on the note, | 
and exclaimed, ** That Lam sure is from Matilda | 
Preston, though I have not seen her writing for | 
six years. If there is nothing private in it, will} 
you allow me to look at it, Ellen ?” \ 
* Certainly, there is nothing private, only such || 
a strange proposition !” | 

** Read it aloud, please, Fletcher,” said Mrs. 
Dunbar; and Iletcher read as follows: 

* Dearest Exuen:—You are engaged to go 
to Mrs. Reeve’s costume-ball to-morrow evening, 
Some tiresome people havs been persuading me 


to appear as Rebecea. Now I am well aware, 
that, in the article of beauty, I aim not fitted to 


impersonate the lovely Jewess, but [am half in- 


clined to try it, because I can so well arrange a 
dress for the character. Maiama has a remnant 
ofa last century’s dress, a bright yellow India 
silk, embroidered with silver, that, with my Os- 
trich feather, and agrafe, will do admirably for 
the turban. I do not quite comprehend Rebee- 
ea’s simarre, but I think the boddice of my bro. 
cade will do as a substitute. 

‘* My note was interrupted by 


Madame 


—a bas pride Vil wear them. 


a visit from 


Salasuar. She offers me her diamonds 


‘They are essen- 


tial to give the castern character of magnificence. 


Then you know my ‘ sable tresses,’ my * aquiline 


nose,’ my * dark complexion,’ and my * Oriental 


eyes,’ as De Ville will call them, will all work in 


to the tah. 


as accessorics, to give rraisemblanc 


leau vivant. 


*“* Now, my sweetest E}len, [ cannot appear as 


the Jewess, unless you will accompany me as the 


Lady Rowena. Pray—pray do not refuse me, 
why should you? 


Perhaps you think * Pobseurite convient aux 
femmes; my dear, it will come soon enough when 
there are kitchens, and nurserics for us to super- 
hail the 


vise—let us buzz a little, while in 


first. 


} 
SUNSILING, 


** Do you know a possible Ivanhoe among th 


invited? [ do not. My acquaintances are all 
Grars. 
Brian de Bois-Guil- 
if they 
liere the 


Read 


party-going, unknightly gentry enough. 


ton proposes to 


bert!!! ‘Phe 


had but sent us 


appear as 
perverse Winds and wayes! 
Fletcher Dunbar!” 
reader blushed, smiled, and hesitated. 
on, ny son,” said his moth 
he * A Palimer’s dress, 


you know Ivanhoe first appears, would have been 


stammered, in which 


just the thing for Fleteher’s advent from foreign 


land, thoueh th th of his 


motto, D s licha lo, 


. ‘ } ! ; . 
uprooted OAK, aevie 


shield at the tourn y, and thy 


Disinherited,) would have ill-fitted Mrs. Dun- 
bar’s heir apparent. It isso intolerably provoking 


that h 


, 
as 


] ybably 





ible, insipid Rowena. 


| Mrs. Dunbar’s maid. 


r impatiently, and on 


= - a 


within two days’ sail of us. Ile is so clever and||* A broad and shadowy hat, with cockleshells 


with such a born-hero look! Perhaps, after all || stitched onits brim.’ Excellent! ‘ A long staff 
|shod with iron, to the upper end of which was 
losophers, and do aswell as we can without him. \ attached a branch of palm.’ As we are not to 
You, dearest Ellen, will not refuse me ? You | tramp to the Holy Land, we will omit the shoe. 
will be the * Queen of Love, and Beauty ;’ Ionly ling. he branch of palm is the grand point. 
the poor Jewess, who, you remember, the Prior!|'‘That can be got from my old friend Thorborn.” 

of Jorvaulx swore was far inferior to the lovely \ *“ And what is Ellen’s dress to be ?” asked 
|| Mrs. Dunbar—* I hope that will not be forgotten.” 
“Is Matilda Preston out of her head?” ex-|| My dear mother, forgive me—Ellen was 
claimed Mrs. Dunbar. “ A fitting character for! busy with her note—finished and sent is it !—you 
you, truly Ellen, that pompous, cold, disagreea- | always execute while others are planning, Ellen. 
Don’t think of it, my dear || Ah, here is the description ; * Hair betwixt brown 
child.” | and flaxen’—yours has a touch of the Auburn— 

 T shall not think of it for other reasons, aunt. || the Saxon red.” 


[ cannot conccive any thing more absurd than), “ Red!” interposed Mrs. Dunbar, “ Ellen’s hair 


for me to personate a beauty—a tall beauty, too! | red, it has a true golden tinge.” 
born to the exercise of habitual superiority, and 6 Red gold, mother.” 
the reecption of general homage.” * At any rate, Fletcher, it is not red, flaxen, 


* 1 sce no objection in that my dear child.) or brown; I might have remembered Rowena’s 


There are not a half a dozen readers of Ivanhoe, | hair was flaxen—cvery thing about her was un- 


who remember whether Rowena was tall or short ;) meaning.” 


“ Her hair,” procecded Fletcher, * was braided 
with eems.”? 


and as to beauty, that is, as to what is really en- 
gaging and captivating, | am sure ——” 


” \ 


|| « f,e Fleur will manage all that,” said Mrs. 
* The servant is waiting for an answer,” said , Dunbar, ** with my set of pearl.” 


“ Pray, dear aunt, 





She began to 
feel a little womanly interest in the getting up of 
“Ife shall have it instantly,” rep'icd Ellen,! the dress. 

taking up her pen. “A golden chain,” proceeded Fletcher, * to 
* Stop one moment, my dear cousin,” said) which was attached a small reliquary of the same 
Fletcher, laying his hand on hers; “ if it is not) metal, hung round her neck.” That, my dear 
I should particu.) cousin, you must allow me to manage, that is, if 
larly like surprising Matilda, and joining you at) a cross will doin place of a reliquary, and, as they 
this ball in the way she proposes. 


disagrecable to you, say yes. 


I do not see,) are both symbols of the same religion, I do not 


that, in merely dressing in costume for Rowena,!| see why it will not.” He unlocked a very beau. 


and calling yourself by that name, you arrogate | tiful dressing-ease, which he now told Ellen he 


to yourself beauty, and queenship, and all that.) had brought for her, and took from it a rich gold 


Where you make one ofa group, the resemblance | chain, with an exquisitely wronght cross attached 
to it. 


will shelter) clasping it round Ellen’s neck. 


is a matter of inferior consequence. Matilda’s 


“J brought this prophetically,” he said, 


Jowess will be so strikine, that she 


all our imperfections.” “ Would the chain, and not the cross had been 


Ellen still hesitated, and looked perplexed, and prophetic 1 thought Mrs. Dunbar, and she 
Fletcher added, * LT sce it annoys you—it is a, heaved a deep sigh. 
sacrifice of your prepossessions—write the note & The memory of affection is alw ays prophetic, 
as you at first intended.” Fictcher,” said Ellen; * it links the memory of 
The word sacrifice seemed to Ellen to set her past to future kindness.” 
reluctance in a lieht, * What, my dear asked Mrs. Dunbar; * I 
sitated, at this moment of don’t clearly understand you.” 

le fo a request that The 


ridiculous and she felt ‘g 


ashamed of haying h 


Fletcher's return, to aceede in- chain and the cross were too sugecstive 


volved pleasure to him. “ I will write it as J) to Ellen’s mind to admit of any very clear ex- 
should have intended, if IL had not been mer planation. Fletcher's quick eye perceived her 


thoughtful of myself than of others’ pleasure. || cmbarrassment, and, imputing it to the awkward. 


| You must make up your mind, aunt, toiny doing!) ness that very commonly attends reeciving a 


the Lady Rowena too much honor ! 


Shall I tell 


*“ Her dress was 
Matilda I can find an Ivanhoe, and that we wi 


vift, he wenton with the book. 
ill |an under gown and kirtle of pale green silk.” 


herat Mrs. Reeve's ‘“ Your new gown is the very thing, Ellen,” 


“"Phank you, Eilon—but pray don’t give a!) interrupted Mrs. Dunhar; “ how fortunate! green, 
it of my arrival; let us sce, what was the 


your own color.” 
Palmer's dre 
Mrs. Dunbar did not; but, believing and hop-|) er?” 


rt it would be something so un 


° . * " PS eae ; 
do you remember, mother ?” «“ Ellen’s color the emblem of desertion! moth. 


uit. |} 


induce Fletcher to abandon the proj ct 


“ No, no indeed, Fletcher; no one who has 


> tt) 


ei,cver love d elle n could forsake hi ve" 
of Ivanhor IK) 


he eagerly sought the first volume teher, all unconscious of the feeling that 


on the book-shelf, and gave itto him. Fletcher!) was bubbling up from his mother’s neart, cooly 
pened at the entra of the Palmer into Roth pr vwcceded in his trying process. “ IIcre is a 
rwood. *** A mantle of course, black serge,’ ", stumbling block! ‘The Lady Rowena wore a 
he read aloud, * admirable! that is easily got up, || long, loose crimson robe, manufactured of the 

id can be easily thrown d ‘Coat ndals'! finest wool, which reached to the ground.” 
{ with 1 ‘ his bare ky vou ‘A stumbling block by no means, Fletcher; 
! Paliner, L shall not meddle with those.|| Amande can convert my India shawl into such a 

i 
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robe without the least injury to it, and I'll answer || It is true she was a mere child, 1 a mere boy;'!! is the hour, that, of all others, unlocks the treas- 


for it the Lady Rowena’s mantle was dowlas to 
that. Is there any thing else ?” 

** A veil of silk interweven with gold.” 

“My Brussels lace will be just the thing ; it is 


magnificent and will shelter without concealing.” 


At another time Ellen’s right joyous spirit, 
would have found merriment enough in the pro- | 


ject of arraying her little, unobtrusive person in 
a crimson robe, flowing to the ground, and at the 
simplicity of good Mrs. Dunbar, in supposing she 
could carry off any thing “* magnificent.” She 
had another kind of veil to wear, for the first 
time in her life, to conceal her feclings, and to 
assume a checrfulness she did not feel. 

Mrs. Dunbar retired for the night. Ellen, 
after despatching soime trifling home affairs, was 


following her, whon Fletcher, who had been lean- | 


ing abstractedly on his elbow, said, ** Ellen, do 
not go; I have somcthing tosay to you.” Ellen 
turned with a beating and foreboding heart. 
“ Tell me, Ellen, honestly, is it your belief that 
Matilda Preston is engaged to Garston ?” 

** IT do not believe she is.” 

“ Why are you in such a haste? sit down— 
there, thank you; but do not look as if I had 


murder to confess—I have only to tell you the 


weakness and strength of my heart. You know, 
my dear Ellen—cousin—sister, I should rather 
cail you, for, without any tie of blood, no sister 
was ever dearer, there is no one but you to whom 
I can communicate iny feelings, projects, and 
hopes—from whom I can take counsel. ‘To 
begin, then, when I left America, you and Ma- 


tilda Preston were very intimate. I do not find: 


you so much so now; what is the cause of this 
alienation ?” 

“There is no alicnation, Fletcher; we are 
intimate still.” 

“* Affectionately intimate ?” 

* Matilda is very kind—very affectionate to 
me.” 


“And you not so to her? Tam sure you) 
never repelled affection with coldness. There || 


must be some reason for this. My mother, too, 
seems to have a prejudice against Matilda ; pray 
be frank with me, Eten.” 


of the few beings in this world, who are thor- 
oughly and habitually, by nature and by grace, 
true. For the first time a cloud had passed over 
her clear spirit. She began to speak, faltered, 
began again, and finally said, * [t may be mor 
mine than Matilda’s fault, that we are less inti- 
mate than formerly. Our circumstances, our 
tastes are different. I think Matilda is much 
what she was when you left us—that is, allowing 


for the difference between a schovol-girl and a! 


belle, Fleteher.” 

“ A belle !—how [hate the term. But how 
could it be otherwise in a city atmosphere, with 
Matilda’s beauty, talents, and accomplishments ! 
I see she is not quite to your taste, Ellen; IT am 
sorry for it, but this is better than Ifeared. Now 
for my confession, in brief. When I left you, | 


was a reserved bey, neither you nor my mother, 


probably, ever suspected my predilection, but for 
two years I had been desperately in love with 
Matilda Preston. [believed she loved me. Ws 


exchanged many a love token, many @ promise 


| but there are such childish loves on reeord, Ellen. 
The germ of the fruit is in the unfolding bud. It 
may, after all, have been, on her part, a little 


innocent foolery, forgotten long ago; but, if so, 


| L was coxcomb cnough te take it in dead carnest. 


| 


Through my six years of absence Lhave cherished, 


} 


jects, all my suceesses have blended with the 
thought of Matilda; and, blessed by Heaven in 





; mined to throw myself at her feet, if T find her 
| what memory and a lover’s faith painted her.” 
|Mletecher fixed his cye on Ellen. Her’s fell— 
* Will you not—can you not, Milen, give me a 
| God speed 2?” 
| ‘The flush on Ellen’s check, faded to a deadly 
paleness. After a moment's hesitation, she sum- 
jmoned her resolution; and, raising her cye to 
‘Jincet Fleteh¢ r’s, replied, with a tolerably steady 
|voice, ** Do not ask a God speed of me now, 
i Fletcher ;—wait till you have scen Matilda, and 
} studied her character, as you ought to study that 
jj on which the happiness of your life is to depend ; 


jand then, if your ripened judgment confirms | 


vour youthful preferenec, you shali have my”’— 
** God speed,” she would have said, but her hon- 
jest tongue refused to utter the word to which 
jher heart did not answer, and adding, ** my car- 
}nest wishes—my prayers,” she burst into irre- 


pressible tears, and, horror-struck at what shi 


feared was a betrayal of her true feelings she 


fled, without even a good night to her own 


apartment. 


mind.  Itisa phenomenon to sce Ellen in tears, 
| 


|save at some touching tale or known grief,” he 


thought. “Ellen, with her ever bright, buoyant 


spirit—her obedient passions, will resigned. Has 


ness for us both, been kindling a spark of tender- 


| a sn 

i; nessin Ellen’s heart.” ‘The thought was no soonc: 
,conceived than rejeeted.—There was no latent 
vanity in Fletcher's mind to please itself with 


cherishing it. It was happily unprobable, and it 


soon gave place to thick-coming and most pleas- 


! 
| 


Jant fancies. But one cloud hovered over tinem— 
Irankness was Ellen’s nature. She was one | 


Mrs. Dunbar’s and Ellen’s too evident distrust of 


Matilda. “ T will study her character, and 


abide by the decision of my ripened judgement.” 


resolved Ficteher. Alas for the judgment of a 
young man of three-and-twenty as to a talented 
beauty of nineteen, with the desperate make- 
weight against it of a long-cherished love ! 


| When love takes possession of a mind perfectly 


sane in other respects, itacts like a monomania.— 


This one idea has an independent existence, a 
complete ascendancy, and absolute rule. The 


jfaeulties of peres plion, comparison, judgement, 


have no power to imodify—the will no control of | 


it. An angel, surely, should keep 

© Strict charge, and watch that 

No evil thing approach or cuter in” 
the paradise of the affoetion 

The trials of the evenmng were not over f 

} Ellen, It was her invariable enstou to unds 
in Mrs. Dunbar’s apartment, and to have a litt! 
gossip over the interests of the closing day, a 


the anticipations of the leaf of ly next to b 


turin d. ly hore thy \ prarte rh | iol thie phe lit. "| 


lived upon, these remembrances. All my pro- | 


my enterpriscs, Ihave now come home deter- | 


The truth did once flash across Fletcher's 


my dear, imprudent mother, with her equal fond- 


ures ofthe heart. Memory pours out her hoarded 
stores, and young hope shows, by her magic 
lantern, her visions of the future. 


{Concluded in our next.) 


For the Rural Repository. 
EL BANDELERO. 
DY Ss. C. S. 


(Concluded. } 


Tur old man could say no more, and being 
lovereome with the excess of his feclings, scated 
i himself upon the sofa, by the side of the happy 
lovers, Who had thus unexpectedly reecived his 
sanction to their union, ‘Their first impulse was 


to embrace cach other, and then to pour out their 
‘gratitude to Don Jose, by seizing both his hands 
| and covering them with kisses. ‘They were a 
i happy little group—the lovers were happy in the 
| consummation of their dearest wish, and the 
| father because he had made others so. It was 
now a settled thing; and Inez and Pedro were 
impatiently anticipating the time which was to 
make their happiness complete. Don Jose had 


|purchased a beautiful estate about cieht leagnes 


from the Havana, towards the interior of the 
lisland. ‘This he intended should be his future 
home; and no pains or cost had been spared to 
make ita suitable residence for onc who had ever 
been accustomed to all the elegance and refine- 
mentthat wealth could purchase. It wasa lovely 
pot, and here the father of Inez proposed the 
| marriage should be consummated. Accordingly 
l'on the day appointed, all the guests that had 
been invited to partake of the happiness of the 
occasion were assembled at Don Pedro’s house 
in the suburbs, from whence they were to set out 
for the residence of Don Jose, who had already pre- 
ceded them, accompanied by his servants, to have 
things in readiness for the reec ption of the party. 

The guests were mostly mounted on horse 
back, while the happy pair, with their immediate 
attendants were to follow in carriages. The 
priest was in attendance with his assistants, and 
wis to bring up the rear of the gay cavaleade. 

It wasa bright day.— The flowers were breath. 
ing their softest fragrane upon the mornine wir. 
The birds as if to hail the happy pageant as it 
passed, were pouring forth their sweetest songs, 
and all seemed propitious of a happy termination 
of a day so promising ly commenced, 

Their road lay through a beautiful country 


where hill and valley alternately with cach other, 


|) presented many objects to enliven their journey. 


, Plantations of sugar and coffce, laid out with ail 
' 


the taste and skill displayed in the gardens of 


horticulturists spread before them on cither side ; 


while at frequent intervals the deep dark forests 
through which their read carried them, was fra 
grant with wild tlowers and fruits, and tones of 
mnus.c were wakened from every bough that hung 
over their heads. 

The wild parrot, with his many hued plumage, 
made the woods resound with his noisy voice, and 
hisharsh coarse notes were th only discordant 


ounds that broke the harmony of their wav. 


Th cenery, the birds, the wild flowers, all about 
them, was so novel to Inez and so unlike what 
| hy 1) 1 nec 1 i te i ! wn 

my Spe thi i had le 
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tered slowly along, while those who were mount- 
ed had left them She would often 


leave the carriage, and leaning on the arm of her 


far behind. 


ir 
1g 


lover, stop to gather the flowers that grew alor 
their path, 
As they were thus carelessly passing through 

a wild part of the forest, where a deep ravine lay 

before them, and through which it was necessary | 
for them to pass, they were alarmed by a party | 
of servants who had preceded them, returning in 

disorder, and with the greatest fear and terror | 


depicted in their countenances 


” 


** Los bandeleros ! los bandeleros !” they shout- 
ed, and rushing past the party with the carriages, | 
Don Pedro for the mo- 
ment hardly knew what to do. He had heard 
that several years before, this part of the forest 


had often been the resort of Banditti headed by| 


were soon out of sight. 





the notorious robber, Juan Revero ; but sinee that 
The | 


soldicry and police, it was supposed had com. | 


time, travelers had never been molested. 


pletely broken up the band, and Revero having 
been so closely hunted, had been foreed to flee 
from the island. Pedro endeavored to call back 
his terrified servants, but his voice was unheard 
by them ! On—on they flew, as if allthe bandits 
of the forest were at their heels! 

He gathered his little party together and con- 
sulted which was their best course to pursue, in 
The 


trembling priest, Father Diego, who until the ery 


ease the fears of the servants were truce. 


4 his 


of “los bandeleros” had aroused him from 
slumbers, had been dreaming of the good dinner 
Which awaited their arrival, now pushed his sha- 
ven head half way out his carriage, and advised 
that instead of proceeding through the ravine, 
they should immediately turn and hasten out of 
the forest. 

But Don Pedro was aware, that if there were 
banditti near, and they had discovered the ap- 
proach of the party, it was uscless to hope to 
escape a reneounter with, them ; and that the 
best thing they could now do, was to proceed. 
Perhaps the rest of their party might not be far 
from them, and in case of an attack, they might 
come to their assistanee. Accordingly he called 
upon all those who were armed and mounted to 
preeede the carriages containing the ladies, while 


he The 


party numbered about a dozen gentleman, and 


himself went forward to reeonnoitre. 
nearly as many servants, and as it was customary 
or fashionable never to ride in the country with- 
out arms, they were sufficient to cope with an 
equal numb rofthe enemy,should they mect them. 
Rach man was provided with a pair of holster 
pistols, and a long machetta, while the drivers of 
the carriages carricd cach in addition to these 
a well loaded blunderburs. 

Don Pedro rede forward, and looking from an 
eminence into the ravine before them, discovered 
a party of armed horsemen drawn up on cach side 
ofthe way, as if with an intention to dispute the 
passage with them. 


Ile knew ’twas useless to proceed any farther 


\selves up in array against them ? 


| travelers ? 


| 


| to cry out for quarter. 


? no answer was 


returned—they maintained a sullen silence ; he 
repeated the inquiry, and demanded to know who 
they were, that they should thus annoy peaceful 
At length they broke their silence, 
and the ery of * Revero !—Revero!” echoed 
through the forest !—and suddenly putting spurs 
to their horses, the bandeleros rushed upon the 
party, who received their first charge unmoved. 
Their pistols told well and three of the foremost 
robbers bit the dust, and others retired to staunch 
their wounds. Unfortunately they were not pro- 
vided with a second charge of ammunition, and 
their machettas were but a poor match for the 
pistols of their assailants. ‘Their blunderbusses 
were soon discharged, but not uselessly ; while 
the robbers maddened by the loss of their friends, 
became desperate and fought like tigers! 

Their numbers seemed increasing from every 
part of the forest, and they soon proved too much 
for our friends, who bleeding and cut to pieces, 
half of their number killed, and surrounded on all 
sides by the enemy who had joined their assail- 
ants since the commencement of the attack, and 
knowing it was worse than useless to contend 
any longer with such superior foree, now began 
It was granted, but not 
until the bravest of the party, among whom was 
Don Pedro, lay weltering in their blood! 

It was almost night, and the party that had 
preceeded them had arrived at the end of their 
journey, and after long and anxiously waiting for 
the arrival of the main party, began to fear that 
some calamity had befallen them. Accordingly 
several gentlemen were soon mounted and retrace. 
ing the road they had come over, in search of 
their missing friends. ‘They had ridden along, 
marking the tracks at every branch of the path, 
until they were about approaching the ravine, 
where the robbers had laid in wait for the bridal 
company. Here they were met by a man who 
had just ridden out of the forest, he was heavily 
armed, and mounted on a fleet and restive little 
animal. Ie boldly rede up and handed one of 
the gentlemen a sealed letter directed to ** Don 


, 


Jose de Cantero,” and informed them of the fate 
of the party, and where they might find those of 
their friends, who had fallen in the attack. 

‘They soon arrived at the spot, and here a seen 
of death met their eyes! seattered on the ground 
lay the mangled forms of those, who that morn- 
ing were happy and careless as themselves ! 
They little dreamed when the sun rose so brightly 
on the commencement of that bridal journey, that 
his evening beams would light up such a scene 
ever its termination! 

The carriages obstructed the road, but the \ 
were cmpty. Inez with her attendants was 
the 
the vehicles, were wand 


and 


gone, mules which had been detached from 


ering through the forest, 
earclessly grazing upon the wild herbage. 
A faint groan from a thicket at the side of the 


road attracted their attention, and approaching, 


they discovers d the insensible form of Pedro de 


until he had ascertained the nature of their inten.) Morenei. Life was not yet extinet, and after 
tions; and causing the carriages to stop, and the, foreing water into his mouth, and bathing the 
men to advanee some distance in front, so as to} blood from his face, he revived by degrees, and at 
forma barrier to prevent an approach to them, length consciousness returned. In the mean 
he advanecd and hailed the o« eupants of the ra- |) time the servants who had first been alarmed at 
vine. Ile inquired why they thus drew them |) th eht of the robbers in the ravine, and jad 





fled, had reached the Havana, where the hue 
and ery was soon spread throughout the city, and 
a company of Pedro’s troops were sent in haste to 
his assistance; but they did not arrive until some 
time after the gentlemen, who were now engaged 
in endeavors to revive their wounded friends. 

Hlasty litters were formed by the soldiers, and 
the wounded were conveyed to the plantation of 
Don Jose. 

The following Ictter, directed to Don Jose, 
explained the whole matter. Revero, who had 
been expelled from the island, had now returned 
with a band of desperate followers, which he had 
gathered from the vicious comrades with whom 
he had associated during the time he had been 
absent. 


He was not content with plundering the 





|planters, and robbing the passing traveler of 
|| whatever money he might have with him, but he 
adopted a more extensive species of villainy ;— 
which was to waylay those he knew to be wealthy, 
and detain them until a certain stipulated sum he 
He 


| had been informed by his spies which were in the 


would demand, had been paid as a ransom. 


‘Havana, of the approach of the wedding party, 
and knew it would be a favorable opportunity to 
increase his almost exhausted funds with a por- 

But to the letter. 


|} * Senor Don Jose pe Canrero 
} 


tion of the old Don’s gold. 


“ Senorn—By sending to-morrow at two 
o'clock, P. M.a servant to the small bridge in the 
ravine, witha purse of five hundred doubloons, you 
can recover your daughter. We were informed of 
the intended wedding at your place to-day, and 
met the party to invite them to our quarters ; and 
though is has been at great expense to us, we 
have now the honor of entertaining Senora Inez 
with her attendants, as well as Father Diego and 
his company. ‘They will remain with us, where 
they will be kindly treated until the reecipt of the 
We to be the 


means of long delaying the marriage. 


above named sum. wish not 


“ As for the priest, we shall detain him until the 


sum of fifty doubloons (nore than the value of 
the pope himseif) is sent us from the church, or 
from some other source. Yours in friendship, 

“JUAN REVERO, Captain de los Bandeleros. 
May 9th, 133—”" 

‘The next day at the time specified, a servant 
was sent with the sum demanded, to await the 
messenger of the robber at the bridge. Revero, 
with all his cold blooded heartlessness was never 
known to do a thing contrary to his promise, and 
Don Jose was aware that his daughter would be 
safely restored to him, if he complied with the 


demand. 


| * * * * i * * 


It was a bright afternoon, and notwithstanding 
ithe extreme heat of the 
the * Placa de Arma” 
thronged by a crowd of citizens, who had come 
Raise d 


| upon a scaffold in the centre of the square, Was 


day, the great square 


lealled in Matanzas, was 


lforth to gaze upon a revolting spectacle. 


exhibited the body ofa fine-formed, athletic man. 
It was mangled and covered with gore, and was 
naked, the lower extremities only were 


lrawers; the 


hea rly 


leovered, with a pair of coars linen ¢ 
rest of the body was exposed, and reveale d the 
gaping sword cuts and pistol wounds, which 


showed that he had manfully struggled with his 


executioners. 
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As the crowd gazed upon the bloody corpse | terance to distinct expressions of gratitude for so|| * You have the more need to begin now,” ob. 


before them,a chill of horror seemed to creep over 
them, and blanch their cheeks with terror! It 
was one, whose name, when uttered had a fear- 
ful sound—one, whom they were taught to fear 
as invincible ; and now as they gazed upon his 
lifeless and mangled body, they almost trembled, 
least it should start to life, and revenge its death 
upon their heads! It was Revero, the famed 
Bandelero! 
the island, and large rewards had been otfered 


Troops had been sent throughout 


for his head; and at length after various strug- 
gles, and when his followers were either killed or | 
had deserted him, he was taken, but not with 
life! 

On the evening of the same day that the man- 
gled body of Revero was exhibited to the popu- 
lace of Matanzas, a different scene was enacting 
in the suburbs of the Havana. ‘lones of music, 
mingled with the voice of happiness was issuing 
from the casement of a noble building near the 
Paseo. Bright chandeliers were casting their 
light through elegantly furnished rooms, which 
were thronged with agay company, whose happy 
faces indicated that an occasion of more than 
ordinary interest and pleasure, had called them 
there. 
and Inez de Cantero. 


It was the wedding of Pedro de Morenci 


Notre.—The above story is literally true.—The writer 
was himself intimately acquainted with all the circum 
stances; particularly of the history of Juan Revero. 
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ANECDOTE OF REV. ROWLAND HILL. 
Tne following is extracted from the ** Metro- 





politan Pulpit,” a work recently published in Lon. 
don, and republished in this country : 

** A pious woman, a iemberin Surry Chapel, 
was married to a husband who, though very kind 
to her, and, in many respects, a moral man, had 
nv sense whatever of religion, but delighted in 
spending the hours in swilling beer, which she 
spent in attendance on the preaching of the gos- 
pel. It so happened that the parties, through 
some disappointment in business, had been una- 
ble to pay their rent on a particular quarter day. 
The consequence was, that a distraint on their 
furniture were put into their house, aud a party 
was employed, as the technical phrase has it, * to 
take After 
scheme in their minds which could suggest itselt 


possession.” turning over every 
for extricating themselves from the difficulties in 
which they were involved, they were just about 
to resign themselves to despair, when the idea 
occured to the wife, of submitting the whole eir- 
cumstances ofthe case to Mr. Hill. She aceor- 
dingly proceeded to his house, at once got access 
to him, and with no small degree of terror, mad 
a short and simpie representation of the state of 
matters. 

**How much would you require to save your 
furniture, and to get rid ofthe person in posses- 
sion?” inquired Mr. Hill. 


ae 


Eighteen pounds, sir, would be quite suffi- 


cient for the purpose,” answered the poor woman 
with a palpitating heart. 

“ TPillet you have the loan of tw: nty, and you 
can repay me at your convenience,” : 


The heart of the other was too full to vive ut 


greata mark of kindness on the part of her minis- 
ter.—He was too shrewd an observer of human 


nature not to perceive that ihe broken accents, || 


and sometimes entire absence of words, which 


characterized her attempt to express her gratitude | 


afforded a far better proof of that feeling being 
at once deep and sincere, than if she had been 
the most affluent in words, and most fluent in 
using them. 

“Send your husband to meon your return 
home,” said Mr. Hill, after the other had return- 
ed thanks in the best way her feelings would al- 


low her; send him to me presently, and I will 
_have two ten pound notes waiting him by the 


time he arrives. 
rather than to you.” 


Mrs. D. quitted Mr. IHill’s house, and hurried (| lent first prayer. 
home with light foot, but a still lighter heart. 


Having communicated to her husband what had |/God for the last fifty years. 


iserved the reverend gentleman, in his own cool, 
i! yes rebuking manner. 
“TI cannot, sir; I donot know what to say.” 
** Make the effort, however short your prayer 
may be.” 


*“*T cannot, sir. Iam unable to utter a single 


| 
| sentence.” 


I will 


not lend twenty pounds toa prayerless person.” 


“'Then youcannot have the money. 


The other hesitated for a moment, and then 


closing his eyes, and with uplifted hands, he said 
} with great carnestness, ** O Lord, what shall I 
| 


jsay to Thee and Mr. Hill onthis occasion?” He 
| : . 
i} was about to begin another sentenee when the 


. . P } , . ° . 
I wish to give the notes to him | reverend gentleman interrupted him by observing, 


jee That will do fora beginning. It is a very excel- 
1 have 
|| not uttered a more sincere or fervent petition to 
Take the 


It is from the heart. 


money 


passed between herself and her minister, it is un. |!and may God’s blessing be given along with it.” 


| 
necessary to say that he lost no time in proceed- || As he spoke, Mr. Hill took up the ten pound notes, 


ing to the house of Mr. Hill. 
him with much kindness of manner. 

** And so,” said he, “ you are so unfortunate 
as to have a person in possession.” 


” 


* We unfortunately have, sir. 


*“ And twenty pounds will be sufficient to get 


yee 


rid of him, and restore your furniture to you 
“© It will, sir.” 


* Well then,” said Mr. Hill, pointing to the ta- 


ble, there are two ten pound notes for you which 
| : 


you can repay me when you are able. ‘Tak« 


them.” 


The other hesitatingly advanced to the table, 


took up the notes, and was in the act of folding 


them up, at the same time warmly thanking Mr 


ITill for the act of friendship he had done him, and 


| 


expressing a lope he would soon be abl 


the amount back again—when the reverend gen 


tleman suddenly exclaiming, * 


Stop a litth 
Just lay down the notes awain, until Lask a bless 


ing on them.’ 

The other did as he desir 
verend gentleman, extending both his arms, ad 
, 


dressed a short prayer tothe Divine Being, to this 


~? 


effect; **O Lord, who art the 


merey, and the Giver of ¢ 


gift, do thou be graciously pleased 


sinall sum of money to be given to him who is now 


before thee, that it may Lye 


sent and eternal wellare. For Jesus 
Ss ike.” 
‘© Now, sir,” Rowland Hill, as he fin 


ished his brief supplication to the 


said 


to pay 


d, on which the re- 


Author of all wall 
very good and perteet 


to bless the 


conducive to his pre- 


Christ's 


— 
Throne a) 


The latter received |} and, transferring them tothe half bewildered man, 


|| cordially shook him by the hand, and wished him 


” 


good morning. 


FAVORITE 


|| “* Sisrer, dearest 


PLOWER., 


come 


| 

| GODS 
sister, and sce my 
It is delightful to-day, there are so 
and | 


willshow you whata nice picce of land father 


| flower bed. 
Inany in bloom. Come now, wont you? 
says [ may have next summer, and I think you 
will buy ine some new seeds, that LT may have ev 
ry sort of flower thatever grew ; and then every 
body will praise my garden as much as they do 
cousin Sarah's.” 

“Yes my love, Twill go now to see your flow 


ers, and you shall b supplied with seeds; but 
sone especially, Lwish you could get and cul 


tivats 


* What is it, Julia, your favorite—the M 
Rose 
* Tdoadmire the rose, but the one I speak of 


inueh more beautiful than that, and will tlourish 


when all other flowers are dead.” 
“QO i] Wish Lecould get it; is it fragrant?” 
culiarly so; butit is dificult to be obtain 
ed. [Tt is an exotic here, the first @werm wa 


brought froma forcign clime, where chilling frosts 


are unknown, and it requires a great deal of ear 


to bring it to perfection. The cold winds of 


worldliness, and the scorching blasts of prosper 


ty, often destroy it when young. Our dear moth 


er cultivated it, and when she dicd and went to 


Heaven, she besought me to teach you to cherish 


Grace, ** Now, sir, you may take the mom y.” t, for she said it was ** God's farorite flower.” 
The party a second time took up the two ten |) [It never grows with gay and gaudy flow: rs; but 

pound notes, and wasin the aet, as” befor ~ OF flourishes best in some unl TL ate d spot, se om 

folding them up, when Mir- PUill inte rposed, by |) ing to hide its litthe head from the gaze of th 


requesting him to wait a moment 
had forgotten one thing. 


It may easily be upposed that by this tim 


the individual was a good deal confused. il 
confusion was ineeased a hundred fold when Mi 
Hill remarked, * Buatany friend you -have not 
yoursel! asked for blessing on the mon 
You had better do it now.” 


** Sir,” faltered out the othe r, seare Iv able to 


support himself, ** Sir, | cannot pray. J nev 


- || prayed in all my lif 


, adding that he 


passer by.—When I 


wer your admired plants, 


Saw Vou just now bondi 


I wished that you 


night carly learn to love the purifying odor and 


stening beauty of this celestial oweret. And 


you prepare the soil your father has so kind 


Vv given you, think of the soil of your own heart 
Move from the on 


emove them also from the oth r; anny, 


' 
ana 
ny dear, never forget that the one needs the in 


of the Sun of Righteousness as much 


the other the genial raves of thy 


natural sun. bis 
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name of this little flower is Mumility.—You may 
know it from its blossom being ever open to re. 
ecive the dews of heaven, and from its pouring 
forth new sweets in perpetual succession, and 
surely, if things are valuable in proportion as they 
are rare, this floweret surpasses in value the rich- 
est flower on earth.—S. S. Visiter. 





TURKISH COURTSHIP. 

Ix Turkey there is no actual courting before 
marriage, though there may be quarrels. <A 
youth hears ofa girl, begs permission of some | 
old female relative to visit her—seldom is unfor. | 
tunate or fortunate enough, as the case may be, 
to meet witha refusal, which sometimes hap- 
pens in the best ** regulated families” of Europe, | 
where a headstrong daughter disappoints her 
parents, and injures herself to follow an_ idle 
Ilere on the 


parcnts Is one of the first laws of socicty. 


obedience to 
The 
has authority proceeding 
The 


lady being ascertained, the matter enters—as 


eaprice. contrary, 


father of a family 


from respect, not fear, inclinations of a 


with us—into a form of mereantile transaction, 
that 


reeeives nothing 3 


except the gentleman pays his bride and 
the 


from ten pounds to forty of our money, half of 


Sul Varies i 


general, 


of which is paid down at the moment, and the 


other half on separation, in case he choses to di- 


voree his partner. ‘Thismoney seems trifling tous 
who walk on gold, but is considerable to the ‘Turks, 
more particularly as they are generally 


The 


poor, 


and have several wives to endow. divoreed 


wile las the liberty of marrying again, should 
1 be able to find a husband. 
The price being settled a witness from thi 
bridegroom and another from her bride are eall- 
eds the y proceed to a judg * Who writes the 


} 


miract on their deposition, whieh is) presented 


tothe father of the lady, and then = the nuptial 
ecroemonies begin; whieh consists not in going 


toa mosque or being harrassed with settlements 


remonies but among friends, cating, drinking, 


ind hiring daneers to amuse them; these fetes 


last often for cight days. “The consummation 


lake plac an the hou cot his brick D4 th bride. 


POOL Is Aaccolmpant dto the door of the nuptial 


Minber by his friends, and as he passes. thy 


threshold, they all, particularly the bachelors, 


rike o1 push hii. ‘Phe sac rifice of sheep or 
lambs is previously made by the family of his wife. 
‘he husband enters, kneels down and prays to | 


| 
Allah, then raises the veil and beholds his wif 


for the first time, gives her a present, and so con. 
eludes the day.- Lon. Paper. 
SOCIET Y. 
Wren nei rhbors dwell together in peace, visit 


nN friendship, converse for uscful ioprovement, 
I 


or harmless amusement, take part in ¢ ich other's 


perity and adversity, coneur in. thie 


pro 


rovern 
inent of their families, are candid to exeuse and 


eareful to econecal each other's casual or accident 


al failines, studious not to form real and danger 

ous faults; abide in their calling and quictly 

ue their own business, and meddle not with 

t le Miporary conecrns of others, a blessing 

attend their labors and suececss will smile on 

( Their interco will be easy 
isantand virtuou and a foundation will | 


|| laid for the happiness of succeeding generations. 
But if cach is bound up within himself and looks 
with indifference on all round him, or beholds his 
inferior with contempt, and his superior with 
envy; ifevery meeting is filled with impertinent 
and angry controversy, and every visit employ- 
| ed in tattling and back biting, neighbor defames 
| neighbor, and cach watches for advantage against 
the other—ifan acquaintance receives you with 
ready smiles of pleasure and friendly greeting, 
‘and debase your character when your back is 
turned; if every brother will endeavor to sup- 
‘plant, and every neighborto walk in slander, one 
had better flee to the solitary mountains and 
dwell alone in the earth. 


“°TIS TOME WHERE THE HEART IS.” 
Tris beautiful sentiment of the poet finds its 
The child 


reared in 


response in every one’s experience. 
of affection—nurtured in tenderness, 
kindly fosterage—turns with the deepest regrets 
from the home of his childhood. Whereverhe may 
linger, in remote or in neighboring countries, he 
finds there is somewhat left behind him which 
binds him to that spot where his father and his 
in the still seclusion 


the 


mother blessed him; and, 


of his clos Se he 


” ’ 


repeats, * *tis home where 


‘he storm-rocked sailor-boy, @liding 


heart is, 
upon the treacherous dimples of the wave, thinks 
of the 
rn the 
lulled to sleep upon the lap of the oecan, to dream 


of that 


widowed mother for whom he toils, and 


delicious aneuish of reverential tears, is 


afar-olff home where indeed his heart is. 


The hardy adventurer upon the western prairies— 
driven from among his kindred by coldness and 
hard fortune, learns by dearexperience, the want 


of a friend to share his woes and listen to his de- 


: 
terininations; and Love assists him in his need. 


The wife of his youth has listened to his story, 


and pitics, soothes and loves him. She binds up 


the seattercd heart with her carcsses, and toil 
He learns 
led 


and when 


with him to outshine his ernel kindred. 


to thank that Providence which has him 


such trials, to such a friend ; 


the day’s labor is over, and the blue smoke in his 


) 


cabin serves both as a compass and chronometer, 


he turns his step homewards, and smiles upon his 
white-haired boys witha perennial pride which tel- 
leth plainly ‘tis home where the heart is. tich 


mond County Wirrer. 


GRAMMATICS. 
* Arran, Teddy, an’? wasn’t yer name Teddy 


(PM Byrne before you left ould Ireland ?” 
** Sure darlint.” 


if Was, my 
* But, my jewel, why then do you add the s, 
and call it Teddy O' Byrnes now 


havn't I | 


“Why, ve spalpr en! been married 
Ameriky 
1 


since Tkem to andar’ you so ignorant 


of gwrammatics, that ve don't know when one 
thing added to another, it becomes a plural I” 
FORCING A BALANCE. 

Tur following paragraph is froma late Paris 
paper The paymaster ofa regiment, quartered 
in th outh of Franc hay r ¢ sited asum 
of 10,000 franes in th hands of a banker, sud 
denly | wd, a few days nec, that he had 
declared himesclf a bankrupt. ‘The paymast 

bre { y went tlie « for lhotse ana ¢ 


''manded his money. 


The 
re plied that he had delivered in his balance sheet, 
The officer, 


upon this, drew outa pair of pistols, and said 


unfortunate banker 
land consequently it was too late. 


* The 10,000 franes you owe me belong to the 
regiment; if they are not forth-coming, I am 
‘disgraced andruined; therefore, you must cither 
give me the money, or I will blow out your brains, 
and then shoot myself.” ‘This mode of settling 
accounts defeated all the calculations of his bank- 


er, who took out his pocket book and gave him 
the sum demanded. 





In cases of doubtful morality, it is usual to say, 


poe 


‘**is there any harm in doing this ? 


This question 
/may sometimes be answered by asking ourselves 
another; ‘* Is there any harm in letting it alone ?”” 





Letters Containing Remittances, 
Received at this Office, ending Wednesday last, deducting 
the amountof Postage paid. 
De Ruvter, N. Y. 81.00; C. W.S. Montpelier, 
Vischer’s Perry, N. Y. 83,00; C. DOL. 
Edmeston Manor, N.Y. 31,00, W. S.N. Philadelphia, 
N.Y. 81,00; 8. N. B. Dora, N. ¥.$1,00; 8. BE. Lexington, 
Westkill, N. Y. 31,00; P. M.Gerry, N.Y. $5.00; L. C. 
Etna, N,V. 81,00; C. B. Chelsea, Vt. 81,00; O.3. Edgarton, 
Ms. $1.0); O. R. Bethel, Cr. 81,00; J.T. W. Plymouth, 
N.Y. S100; BE. EB. Factory Point, Vt. 81,00; A.W. Alex- 
ander, N. Y¥. S100; J. 8. Avoca, N. Y. 81,00; O. S. Al- 


J.B. UU. 
Vt. S0,n1; P.M. 


tred, N.Y. Siaw; O. KR. N. Chittenango, N.Y. 81,00; 
\.C. V. BE. Seheneetada, N.Y. 31,00; A. B. West Poutt- 
nev, Vi. S100: J. TT. Preston, N. Y S100; EF. M. EY 


N.Y. $1.00; J. BE. L. Sherburn, N. Y. 2,00; 


touckville, 


A.H.G. North Haverliitl, No EL S100, M.D. Wethertield 
Rocky Hill, Ct. S100; L. 8.0) Bast Poultney, Vt. 1,00; 
J. FP. Chestertown, N.Y. S100; P.M. Byron, N.Y. 
$5,00; P.M. Westville, N. Y. 82,00; F.C. WH. Marshall, 
N. Y. S100; RAJ. 7D. South Lansing, N. VY. S1,00; P.M, 
Cheshire, Ms. $1.00; J.R.E. Almira, N. VY. S100; P.M. 
West Farmington, N. Y. S100; M. T. Greenwich, N.Y. 





S100: P. M. Edtmburgh, N. Y. $2.00; HL. L. G. West 
Greentield, N.Y. S100; P.M. Manchester, N.Y. $100, 
R. KR. Delhi, N. Y. $1.00; J. B. W. jr. Warwick, N. Y. 
S100; JON. PP. Charieston, 8. C. S100, 
KA arricd, 
In this citv, on Wednesday the Pith inst. by the Rey 
Mr. Fisher, Mr. Pdward Db. Mandeville to Miss Agnes 3. 


daughter of John Crawford, Esq. all of this city. 

On the 14th inst. by the Rev. Mr. Ackivy, Mr. Edward 
Lambert to Miss Emily A. Bullock, ali of thos city. 

Onthe 22d inst. by the Rev. Mr. Turner, Mr. Frederick 
[. Brush to Miss Susan Dann, both of this eity. 

At East Menden, on Monday the Oth inst. Mr. Moses Y. 
West, formerly of this city, to Miss Eliza Willet, of East 
sloomfield. 

At Osego, on the 29th ult. Mr. John Patterson of Me- 
dina, to Miss Abberine Rockwell, of the former place. 

On Wednesday morning, the ith inst. by the Rev. Paul 
Wicdiuian, Cornelius Mabee, sq. of Palatine, to Miss 
Maria VM. daughter of Lawrence Gros, Esq. 

At Canaan, N.Y. on the 18th inst. by the Rev. David 
Ford, Mr. Siduey &. Wileox to Miss Jane Ann, daughter 
Vidow Esther Sours, of Chatham. 

On the Sth inst. at Philadelphia, by the Rev. D. Bigter, 
Mr. Edwin D. ‘Townsend, of Palmyra, Wayne co.N. VY. to 


ot 


Miss Mary N. Jenkins, daughter of Capt. Joseph G. Jen 
hits, of this city. 
Wied, 
In thiscity, on Saturday morning the 2ist inst. Mrs 
Ann Joseph, aged 22 vears. 
On the Ith inst. Evelina, daughter of Thomas L. Jen 
kins, in her Sth vear. 


On the 16th inst. Michael, son of Mary McDonald, in his 
2 year. 

(on the 17th imst. Mr 

On the 23d mst. Lucey 


© 36th year. 
and Sarah 


Joseph German, inh 
Ann, daughter ot A. ¢ 


Stephens, in ler 2d year 

In Red Hook, on the 15th inst. Charles Lewis, only 
child of Horatio and Matilda Moore, aged | year and 6 
eonths. 

On the 1?th inst. at Harperstield, Mr. John Patterson, 


f Medina, nel 


32 years 


D. W. Patterson, Eeq. of Chatham, aged 





Ai Chatham, on Friday the 6th inst. Mr. David Suther 
land, aged 74 vears, 

Al ,on the oh inst. Margaret Reynolds, a much 
esteemed member ot the Society of Friend in the 70th 
yvearol Her af : 

An WV meon, Wayne co. on the 26th ult. Capt. Abisha 
ir ham, formerly of this citv, in the #7th vearot lis age 

In Ghent, on the 4th inst. Jeremiah Bane, son of Mr. 
(ae ge Db. Pultz. in the &th vear of I ue 

In Ancram, onthe 22d tist. Mr. Simon Rockefeller, aged 


ut 65 year 
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ORLGLIWAL POATRY, 





For the Rural Repository. 


SCENERY IN THE VICINITY OE THE 


CATSKILL MOUNTAINS. 
Merutnks I stand where Hudson's noble tide 
Two pine-clad precipices doth divide, 

And thence escaping spreads into a bay 
Reflecting all the hues of parting day; 

While every hill assumes a silent mien, 

And scarce a sound disturbs the tranquil scene, 
Save that of distant flute or tuneful bird, 

Or fairy song across the waters heard: 

I view the landscape o’er—four miles below 
The spires of Hudson city towering glow: 
This eastern, Athens holds the western side ; 
They view each other in the crystal tide : 

Far to the west the Catskill mountains rise, 
And with their summits pierce the clouded skies 
Three peaks uprising more than half a mile, 
Look down on others with triumphant smile : 

{ see ten thousand farms of emerald green 
With peaceful vales and babbling rills between, 
And villas glittering in the morning beam: 
Lo! on the mountain's half developed side 


How clouds and shadows like the phantom glide 


Yonder’s the mountain of somniferous fame 
Where slept poor Rip oblivious of his dame, 
Whence he descending was surprised to view 
Old things departing, all things rising new. 


The “ White-house” on the giant mountain’s brow 


O'’erlooks the mighty prospect spread below ; 
And by the telescopic tube descries 


Far distant summits mingling with the skies; 


Vermont uprears her northern mountains gree nh; 


The Hudson Highlands to the scuth are seen, 
The blue Taghkanick shades the eastern sky ; 
The river like a riband meets the eye : 

And nine-score feet the Kaaterskill amain, 
Descending pauses— plunges down again. 
How well defined the mountain’s outline blue 
Meets uncombined the aerial azure hue; 


And from behind as oft] wond’ring waze 


The fleecy clouds their sun-gilt heads upraise ; 


As if some angel from another sphere 
Desired tocatch a glimpse of objects here, 
While Sol’s full orb descending hides its ray, 


And Luna gains an hour from out the day. 


Sut Of when Eolus has burst his cave, 

And fierce opponent w inds embattled rave, 

Let me not there abide, but seek afar, 

A safer sight unmingled with the war. 
Portentous vapours dark, convolved, immense, 
A wild commotion round the mount condense ; 
A shadowing darkness bids the ploughman fly ; 
Mute gaze the herds upon the threatening sky: 
Foreboding silence widely reigns below ; 
When suddenly evolved a fervid clow 


Tears every cloud and every summit ren 


One reddened, broad, sulphureous sheet descend 


Tired lightuines glance: re-echoed thunders roll ; 


Each mountain totters; trembles eve ry soul; 
The giant oak li strate, shattered, seathed : 
Descends the deluc ; evel fieldis bathed ; 
Obstreperous torrents urce the obvious hill, 
Leap down the rocks andevery valley fill. 
Between those mountains and tl irbor flows 


Majestic Hudson; on his waves repos 


) Innumerous vessels, while the snow-white sail 
|| Floats by distended in the gentle gale. 
And hark! they come! the thundering steamboats 


come ! 


\' And tear the placid waves to sparkling foam. 


Ye who hither gazing stand, 


Bear, bear my blessing to my native land ; 


| O for a friend ! but ah! the wish is vain; 


They pass regardless o’er the watery plain ; 
A lengthened swell behind the vessel lags 


| Rollstothe shore and beats repugnant crags. 


|| Red Hook Academy, Aug. 1839. 


i From the Democratic Review for January. 


| WOMAN. 
Woman! a weary lot is thine, 
And dark the clouds that round thee rise ; 
Well should’st thou list the voice divine, 
That tells thee where thy refuge lies. 


Is it with thee a joyous hour, 


Fraught with sweet glance and sunny smile, 


| Do words of love and witching power, 

Alike thy heart and hand beguile ? 

Do friends crowd round thy onward path, 

Eager with flowers to strew the way ? 
Do all the hopes this cold world hath 

Before thy youthful fancy play ? 
Remember that the days draw nigh 

When one by one, thy hopes shall fade; 
When thon shalt turn with many a sigh 

From idols thine own hands have made. 
The gorgeous vanities of life, 

Like childhood’s mimic sports shall seem, 
And fashion’s cares and pleasures strife 
| Look like some dim fantastic dream. 
|} And more, yet more, the time m iy come 

When thou shalt stand on earth aione, 

*'The voices of thy home all dumb,” 
Lover and friend forever flown. 

And more, far more, the dearly loved 
May cast thy choicest gifts away, 

And those who best thy faith have proved, 

Thy trusting confidence betray. 

O Woman! with these ills in view, 

To human aid why fondly eling 
What help may mortal courage shew 

What succor to thy spirit bring ? 


Upon thy heart's own courage call, 
On thy immortal hope 8 ri ly, 

And turn to Him, whose love to all 
In sorrow’s hour is ever nigh. 


THE BED OF GLORY. 
BY JESSE HAMMOND. 
IT nap a glimpse of Glory, 
Upon a far-famed plain, 
His garments red and gory, 


As tuted by the slain ; 


The battle blast resounce 1, 
I saw the banners wave, 
And fancied wreatl surrounded 


The “t ranyole of the brave.” 


Theard the tumult thicken 
\ nil \ la li thi 

A the foot | | 
For Death to number o'er ; 

r . 

lh war ¢i thit \ ly 
Ande the fra ficrl 

K the face of | ‘ 
As} i t tin i 

There manto manw: 


Mid waete of human litt 


G. W. 8. 








| 
| 


God's creatures round me falling 
Upon the field of strife ; 

Yet Glory’s eyes were gleaming 
Through dust and din afar, 

While slaughter’s flag was streaming, 
Above the bloodstained car. 


They perished not for freedom, 
Notat their country’s call— 
Ambition seemed to lead ’em, 
And Fame but mocked their fall; 
A broken flag-staff clasping 
They lie on Glory’s bed, 
A rag of red silk grasping, 
The dying and the dead. 


And this, said I, is Glory, 
As trickled down the tear ! 
And heroes gashed and gory, 
Are left to slumber here. 
Come, mad Ambition, hither, 
Behold Fame’s blighted bud. 
Thy bays must surely wither 


When stained with human blood! 


THE SLUMBER OF DEATH. 
BY ELIZA COOK. 


Peacervut and fair is the smiling repose 


Sound isthe rest of the weary and worn, 
Whose feet have been galled with the dust and 
thorn. 


Sweet is the sleep on the eye-lids of youth, 


That the breast-eradled slumber of infaney knows; 


the 


When they dream ofthe world as all pleasure and 


truth! 


Yet child, pilgrims and youth shall awaken agar 


To the journeys of toil and the trials of pain. 


Sutoh! there's a fast and a visionless sleep, 


The calm and the stirless, the long and the deep; 


, 


‘Tis the sleep that is soundest and sweetest of all, 


When our couch is the bier and our pight-robe 
pall. 


No voice of the foe or the friend shall impart 
The proud flush to the cheek or warm throb to 
heart; 


The lips of the dearest Inay see k for the breath, 


the 


the 


Buttheir kiss cannot rouse the cold stillness of death. 


"Tis a lone, ‘tis a last, *tisa beautiful rest, 
When all sorrow has jrissed from the brow and 
breast ; 


And the lone spirit truly and wisely may crave 


the 


The sleep that is dreamless —the sleep of the crave! 





JOB PRINTING, 


Exeented with neatness, acenracy and despateh. at the 
office of the Rurnan Revostrory No. 135, Cor. of Warren 


and Third Streets, such as 


Wooks, Cards, Cheeks and GCandlill: 


>» 


of every description, on the best of type, and on as reason 


able terms, as at any office inthe eity. 
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IS PUBLISHED EVERY OTHER SATURDAY, AT HE DSON, N.Y. BY 


WILLIAM B.S'TODDARD, 


It is printed in the Quarto form and will contain 
twenty-six numbers of eight pages cach, witha title page 


and index to the volume 
TERMS.—One Dollar per annum in advance, or 


(ine 


Dollar and Fifty Cents, at the expiration of three months 


from the time ot subseribir 


g \nv person who will remit 


us Five Dollars, free of postage, shall reevive sca copies, 
and any person, who will remit us ‘Ten Dollars, free of 


postave, shall reeeive tire/r 
ofthe previous volumes.  & 
for less than one vear. All the 


back numbers furni 
to new subseribes 


2* All order and Communications must be post] 
to receive attention 


e Copies, and one copy of either 
No subseriptions received 
shed 








